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THE JUDGE. 








no act that has ever been perpetrated in our 
country during the exciting struggles of the 


. | past fifty years has so stained the name of 


| hospitable Ireland as this cowardly and un- 


, | provoked assassination of a friendly stranger, 
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Ireland ‘Wronged. 


Bots in Great Britain and in this country 
the distinguished advocates for Ireland’s in- 
dependence have done themselves credit in 


denouncing in no uncertain tones the assassi- | 


nation of Lord Frederick Charles Cavendish, 
thenew Chief Secretary for Ireland, and Un- 
der Secretary Thomas Heary Burke, on Sat- 
urday last in Phoenix Park, 
brighter 
when the assassins did their terrible work. 
There was every prospect that the change in 


England’s attitude towards the disturbed | 
island would bring about happy results, but | 


the killing of Cavendish and* Burke at once 
created a revulsion. of feeling against Ireland. 


murder of the Chief Secretary and Under Sec- 


The whole workl was aghast, and trembled 
for the result. At such a moment as this, 
when the future of Ireland was more imper- 
iled than it had ever been before, the course 
of the Irish leaders was plain and apparent, 
and to their everlasting glory, be it said, they 
did not hesitate to adopt the right course. 
The safety of Ireland was assured within 
twenty-four hours by such men as Charles 
Stewart Parnell, John Dillon, and Michael 
Davitt. The manifesto issued by them on 
Sunday at a hurriedly summoned meeting in 
the Westminster Palace Hotel will occupy one 
of thé brightest pages in Ireland’s history, 
and these leaders became entitled to the re- 
spect of the people of every land by their con- 
duct at so critical a time. In the concluding 
portion of their manifesto they said to the 
people of Ireland: ‘‘We appeal to you to 
show by every manner of expression that, 
amid the universal feeling of horror which 
the assassination has excited, no people feel 
so deep a detestation of its atrocity or so 
deep a sympathy with those whose hearts 
must be seared by it as the nation upon whose 
prosperity and reviving hopes it may entail 
consequences more ruinous than those that 
have fallen to the lot of unhappy Ireland 
during the present generation. We feel that 





Dublin. A | 
day for Ireland was just dawning | 
| per accounts of the circumstantial evidence 








\\\ | and that until the murderers of Cavendish and 
Burke are brought to justice that stain will | 


sully our country’s name.” 
Well done, Parnell, Dillon, and Davitt! 
Let Irishmen everywhere look up to them as 


| worthy leaders, and the cause of Ireland will 


have more earnest advocates and true friends 
among all the peoples of the earth than it has 
had in the past. 


“teat : } 
By assassination, by explosions, and by the 
' many devilish plans originated in the minds 


of unscrupulous and irresponsible Irishmen, 
the cause of Ireland has greatly suffered. Let 
those who have the good of Ireland at heart 


drive from their midst the blatant demagogues | 
and mysterious schemers and robbers who as- | 


sume to advocate the freedom of their native 


land, but who prosper only so long as she is 


down-trodden. Let the wisdom of Parnell, 


| Dillon and Davitt prevail, and there is still 
| hope for Ireland. 


#&. Great Trial. 


THE trial of Edward Malley, Jr., James 
Malley, and Blanche Douglass for the murder 
of Jenny Cramer in West Haven, the Coney 
Island of New Haven, in ‘August last, con- 
tinues to unduly excite our Connecticut. sis- 
ters. Persons familiar only with the newspa- 


against the prisoners know very little of the 
true inwardness of the case as it is known to 
our aforesaid Connecticut sisters, and there- 


a ; ag : 
| fore cannot appreciate the trial in all its nas- 
| tiness. 
The English people thought they .saw in the | 


It might serve to kill off much of the 
maudlin sentiment expressed throughout the 


| . 7 . , 
country for the fate of ‘‘ poor Jenny Cramer ” 

retary for Ireland the monstrous ingratitude | 

of the champions of that distressed country. 


should all the facts concerning her and her 
family be made public; but that is the only 
purpose such publication would serve, and the 
newspaper correspondents in attendance at 
the trial have kindly refrained from giving the 
plain, cold story of the girl's life, the oppor- 
tunities for wickedness which beset her, and 
the absence of proper parental care for wiiich 


| she suffered. 


That this poor girl had every temptation to 
do wrong, and little encouragement to do 
right, is a fact that is pretty well known in 
New Haven. That she should have been in 
the company of the Malley youngsters was 
nothing strange to those who were familiar 
with her face at the balls and picnics of New 
Haven. That she was murdered by the Mal- 
leys and the Douglass girl few in that beauti- 
ful city, outside of the antiquated public prose- 
cutors, believe. That she was driven from 
her home through the harshness of her own 
mother, that she was deserted by the Malley 
youngsters, who feared the wrath of that 
mother, and that thus forsaken and spat upon 
the girl took her own life, is more generally 
believed than the theory that she was put to 
death by a pair of lah-de-dlah New Haven 
youngsters and a frivolous girl from New York. 
Much of the testimony in the case has been 
such as might bring a blush to the cheeks of 
the most hardened sinners in this city; yet amid 














all the ‘‘culchah” of New Haven there were 
found many women who retained their seats 
in the court- room while such testimony was 
given! 


THE Irish people can well afford to dispense 
with the services of such men as O’Donovan 
Rossa at this time. 

THE condition of Mrs. Scoville, the sister 
of the assassin Guiteau, in this city, must ex- 
cite pity. Has her husband no control over 


her? 


THE Republican party in this State is in a 
decidedly mixed condition, the leaders being 
in doubt whether President Arthur or Gov- 
erner Cornell is the Boss. What does the 
President say? We pause for a reply. 


It is not true that Ex-Mayor A. Oakey Hall, 
of infamous Tweed Ring memory, and now 
one of the staff of an alleged newspaper in this 
city, is one of the festive gentlemen hired out 
by that newspaper to balls. and parties at $10 
anight. No charge for this notice. 


PRESIDENT ARTHUR has revoked so much of 
the sentence passed upon Gen. Fitz John 
Porter as would prevent him from holding of- 
fice under the United States Government. 
Wiil the President now be good enough to 
restore this grievously wronged individual to 
his rank in the army, and send him out West 
to fight the Indians? It is about time that 
this blatherskite did something for his ceuntry. 


Mr. RicHARD EGAN, of Troy, who ceased to 
be a ‘‘ terror” at precisely 10:20 on the even- 
ing of the first inst., claims that he was mis- 
represented in the New York newspapers on 
the morning after his set-to with Mr. James 
Elliott, in Irving Hall. He says that it is not 
true that he was ‘‘ knocked out ”; that he was 
simply ‘‘ knocked down.” We hasten to set 
Mr. Egan right befgre the public. . Still we 
wonder which way he would have been knocked 
had Mr, Sullivan, of Boston, struck him. 


Ir is to-be hoped that the practice of throw- 
ing giant pewder cartridges into dwellings 
along the drives leading out of New York will 


not become fashionable. Will not our genial 
friend, Col, ‘‘ Jim” Mooney, Superintendent 
of Streets and Roads, send his tribe of Oga- 
lallas after the cartridge fiends? What a 
slaughter of statesmen there would be should 
a few cartridges drop into Gabe Case’s road 


house! 


THAT the round, rollicking, and rubicund 
Hubert O. Thompson, Commissioner of Public 
Works, should actually be angered because a 
Senate Committee has the effrontery to inves- 
tigate his strange and devious ways, must be 
distressing to his more or less intimate com- 
panions in social life. At the committee's 
session on Saturday in the Metropolitan Hotel, 
Mr. Thompson displayed considerable anx- 
iety, and gave vent to his feelings in such a 
speech as is sometimes heard in the Court of 
General Sessions. Calm yourself, Hubert, it 
is not yet time to go mad. 
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OUR POPULAR FARCES. 


OUR MODERATION SOCIETY. 


REPORTED BY “ED.” 


IN TWO SCENES—FICTION AND FACT. 





CHAR. CTERS: 


PRESIDENT OF MODERATION SOCIETY. FIRsT 
CLERK. SECOND CLERK. THIRD CLERK. 
ScENE First.—Public meeting of the MODER- 
ATION Socrety.—(Fiction.) 
President (addressing public and reporters, 
especially reporters).—At this the first meet- 
ing of our society it pleases me to report the 
grand, unqualified, phenomenal success of our 
crusade against the Demon of Alcohol. We 
look at the Temperance question in a plain, 
practical, business-like way. We are not 
fanatic Prohibitionists, we do not favor the 
total abolishment of liquor, for we are aware 
that since the earliest ages of the world men 
have drank, and will drink until the world 
ceases to exist. Therefore, our watchword 
has been and will be—Moderation. (Ap- 
plause.) With that upon our banners we will 

march onward to success. (Cheers.) 

I, myself, am, as you know, a big grocer, 
and I am an Anti-Monopolist, because I do 
not want anybody to monopolize anything ex- 
cept myself. I believe in Moderation even in 
monopolies. (Great applause.) I employ two 
hundred and fifty clerks—bright, manly fel- 
lows—who have all joined the society of their 
own free will, because they knew that they 
would be discharged if they did not. Some 
employers would have forced them to sign the 
Total Abstinence pledge. I did not; I see no 
harm in a man taking a glass of beer, or sar- 
saparilla cock-tail at night, after his day’s 
work isdone. (Cheev's.) Why, after my day’s 
work is done, I frequently go around to the 
Dutchman’s with a pail myself. (Uproarious 
laughter.) Therefore, I only requested them 
to sign the pledge that they would not drink 
during business hours! That is the great key- 
note of our success. No man who drinks dur- 
ing business hours can be successful. I never 
drank during business hours. My business 
hours are generally from one till two, so you 
see whata great deprivation itistome. Allof 
my clerks signed, and all, I believe, have kept 
their pledge. Whatisthe result? You never 
see an intoxicated employee about my place, 
and I have done a bigger business than ever 
before. (Applause.) Why, I dosuch a large 
business that I actually have had to take pos- 
session of all the sidewalks about my store and 
let the public walk in the car-tracks. There 
is a grand result of moderation. 

(Sits down. Is wildly applauded by clerks. 
Gets up and bows. Receives a basket of 
jlowers. Bows. Is hit in the eye bya 
Louquet. Bows and retires.) 

ScENE SECOND.—(Fact). 

Offices of President of the Moderation So- 
ciety. Time, early morning. First CLERK 
at his desk, fast asleep. Enter SECOND CLERK. 

2d Clerk.—Hello, Billy. 

Ist Clerk (wakes up).—That you, Ned? 

2d Clerk.—Guess it is. Holy smoke! 

lst Clerk.—What ails you? 
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A COUNTRY 


“ Ah! the city boarders are coming! Johnny, go an’ kill that guse. 





SCENE. 


Borrer Mr. Hand's cow, an’ go 


down tu the store for a dozen fresh eggs.” 








2d Clerk.—Just lookat my head. Had to 
put my hat on with a spade this morning. 

lst Clerk.—Off again? 

2d Clerk.—Well, rather. Don’t believe I 
drank over two kegs of beer last night—carried 
home. By the way, you don’t look very brand- 
new. 

lst Clerk.—Blamed if I can hardly see my 
desk. I was out, too. 

2d Clerk.—Racket ? 

lst Clerk.—Yes, sir, a regular Jumbo of a 
racket. Was with old boy McNoodle. 

2d Clerk.—And the President of our 
Moderation Society ? 

lst Clerk.—Of course ; but what difference 
does that make? He has pledged himself not 
to drink during business hours, and he hasn’t 
got any business. Can keep full all dayif he 
wants to. 

2d Clerk.—Hang the Moderation Society. 
I would give my whole week’s salary for a 
cocktail. It would brace me up and make me 
good for all day. As it is, I’m no good for 
anything. 

lst Clerk.—Or I, either. Why, before I 
joined the Moderation Society I used to take 
a drink or so during the day, and didn’t 
think of drinking at all at night. But now— 
I suppose it is human nature—I get full every 
blessed night, just because I dare not drink 
during the day. 

2d Clerk.—Just my case precisely, and— 
hello | here comes Pete. 


(Enter TutRD CLERK.) 


3d Clerk.—Hello, fellows !” 


lst Clerk.—Hello, Pete! What is the 


matter with your eyes? They look like burnt 
holes in a blanket. 
3d Clerk.—They ought to. 





lst Clerk.—Why ? 

3d Clerk.—Last night I left. feeling weak. 
Hadn’t had a drink all day. Moderation So- 
ciety, you know. Met a couple of the boys. 
Got full, naturAl consequence. 

2d Clerk.—Just our fix, precisely. 
work to-day. 

lst Clerk.—Me either. 

3d Clerk.—Me, too. 

2d Clerk.—Well, what will we do about it ? 

lst Clerk. —What I want is a square drink. 

3d Clerk.—That is my caper. 

2d Clerk.—And mine. 

Ist Clerk.—But having pledged our words 
and honor not to drink during business hours, 
we can’t smile. 

ve Gent Decidedly not. 

1st Clerk.—Then we only have one resource. 
Don’t let us have any business hours to-day. 

2d Clerk.—What do you mean ? 

lst Clerk.—We'll all get permission to go to 
a funeral somewhere. Anybody’s funeral. 
Look at the paper and see if some prominent 
man ain’t dead. If we go to a funeral we 
ain’t upon business—see ? Can drink all we 
want to. 

2d Clerk.—Great idea. Go brace the boss, 
Billy. 

[‘* BILLY” doesso. Selects a public funeral, 
and he and friends are allowed to go. Never 
see the funeral—get gloriously full. Arrive 
at work next day, just as broken up as ever. 
Grand triumph for Moderation Society. — 


[ CURTAIN. ] 
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OF what earthly practical use will the North 
Pole be to any one even if it should happen 





to drift far enough south to be discovered? 
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THE CIGARETTE SMOKER. 





A CRUEL FAIR ONE. 


TOGETHER they sat in the parlor alone, 
At the dusk of a Sabbath day, 

Her shapely head close to his own, 
In a tender, loving way. 


“T like to lay my head, dear Will, 
‘Gainst yours,” she murmured low, 
In tones which made his pulses thrill, 
And his face with rapture glow. 


*« And is it because you love me, dove?” 
He asked; and then she coughed. 
‘No, dear Will, not that, but, love, 
Because it’s nice and soft !” 
—J. LEWIS M’CARTHY. 


SNATCHED FROM THE BURNING, 


By Hubert 0. Thompson, D. P. W. 


‘¢ DIcKEY, dear?” 

The words were uttered by a sweet-faced 
girling, who rested her worsted bail-like head 
on the shoulder of a short, broad man, with 
red side-whiskers and mustache, and a gen- 
eral nine-hundred-and-ninety-nine, ninety-nine 
get up about him. Her tiny pink-edged ear 
rubbed lovingly against his old brown over- 
coat, and she waited with a tender sadress 
that moved the Franklin statue to tears for 
some word to brace up her heart-strings. 
The moon looked askance upon her maurice- 
power-like face, the passengers in the smoking- 
cars of the Third avenue line flew at each 
other after the manner of grief-stricken hye- 
nas, the boot-blacks gamboled on the green in 
the City Hall Park, and the great city was 
alive with the joyous shouts of two million 
human beings. But Dickey stood unmoved. 
His thoughts were far, far away, deep into 
the treasury of the Mayor, Board of Alder- 
men, and Commonalty of the City and County 
of New York. 

‘* Tell me, Dickey,” sobbed Esmeralda, as 
the tears, like molten lead, fell from her lus- 
trous blue eyes, ‘‘tell me who is’t this Jim; 








what horrible thing is’t that has come between 
us, Dickey, that thou must rave by day and 
night, ‘No, Jim, Jim, Jim; they are all mine?’ 
Speak to me, Dickey, that I may know what 
to say when we go before Justice Patterson 
in the morning.” 

The inmate of the old brown overcoat 
swayed to and fro, like a chestnut-leaf in the 
morning breeze. He beat his broad chest 
with his horny hands, and with voice choking 
with emotion, sank back upon the bench and 
said: ‘‘ Jewel of my heart, knowest thou not 
that the Jim I refer to hast great in-floo-ence 
with the Boss; that he is’t trying to filch from 
me my nine-hundred-and-ninety-nine, ninety- 
nines, and that should’st he succeed in his 
fiendish purpose we cans’t not go to Cooney 
Island this summer.” 

‘‘He comes,” shrieked Dickey, as he 
swooned before the hawk-like gaze of a man 
whose raiment was Shea’s best, and the only 
original Cohen's costliest jewelry, and whose 
nose had evidently been dipped in a pot of 
red paint. ‘‘’Tis Jim!” he shrieked, as he 
partially recovered consciousness. ‘‘ Take him 
away; save me, save me! He comes to mock 
me in my miseree. He has’t the nine-hun- 
dred-and-ninety-nine, ninety-nines. The Boss 
hast forsaken me!” 

‘Say not so, Dickey, dear,” sobbed Esmer- 
alda, as she gazed into his soul of souls with 
her lustrous brown eyes. ‘‘ He cans’t not rob 
us of our trips to Cooney Island.” 

‘* What ho, landlord,” sl.e shouted, and 
her voice penetrated to the outside office, 
where sat a grim, blue-coated and brass-but- 
toned thing of life, holding aloft the club of 
peace. The grim, etc., rose and entered into 
the corridor whence came the sound of wom- 
an’s pleading voice. And then the hard-pan 
situation of affairs was made awkwardly plain 
by the angry voice of him in authority saying 
unto a sleeping underling at the gate: ‘‘What 
the devil is all this row about?” The under- 
ling thus addressed pointed mechanically at 
Dickey and Esmeralda, and the twain with 
one voice screamed: ‘‘ It is’t Jim; he hast come 
here to mock us.”’ 

‘¢ You lie,” roared the man in authority, 
‘fhe is here for being drunk and disorderly.” 


The Old Journalist. 


BY BRICKTOP. 


HE came into our office one day this week, 
in his usual free, off-hand style. We knew 
him before he spoke a word, although we had 
never seen him before. Journalists, and 
especially ‘‘old journalists,” have certain ear 
marks that are unmistakable. We are al- 
ways glad to see and entertain them, although 
it is a notorious fact that ‘‘old journalists” 
are seedy in matters of dress, as this one was. 

‘¢ Ah! can I see the editor of THE JUDGE?” 
was his first salutation, and we informed him 
that the editor was at that moment on exhi- 
bition. 

‘Do I have the honor of addressing him 
now?” 

‘* Yes, if that is the way you put it. What 
can I do for you?” we modestly inquired. 

‘*Ah! that is good, my dear sir; in fact, 
very good. Why, I might have known with 


_could do for you. 





out asking that you were the editor. It shows 
in your rubicund face and bald head. In fact, 
I am bald myself—-see?” and as he sank into a 
chair he removed a slouch hat and leaned for- 
ward for the purpose of showing how he had 
worked the hair off his head by sheer brain- 
work. 

We acknowledged that he was destitute 
enough to belong to the Bald-headed Eagles. 

‘‘Ah! you were good enough just now to 
ask me what you could do for me. Very kind 
and very much like an editor. But you would, 
perhaps, be nearer right if you asked what J 
I, sir, am an old journalist. 
Yes, sir, I have been in the harness for forty 
years, and I jerk a lively pencil and paste-pot 
yet. I have watched your paper with more 
than ordinary interest since the first number. 
I saw at the start that you had stuff in you, and 
that if you only had experience you would lay 
away over every other publication of the kind in 
theworld. But I watched, waited, and hoped. 
You see I am not one of those confounded 
bores who write letters to the editor, telling 
him what he ought to do, for I have suffered 
that way myself. But, as I said before, I 
watched each number, and hoped tbat you 
would strike the right key after awhile.” 

‘* Ah! the paper evidently does not please 
you,” said we, sorrowfully. 

‘Well, as I said before, I am not one of 
those fellows who are forever trying to impress 
my own ideas upon aa editor; but, as I said 
before, I saw that you had stuff in you. All . 
you lacked was a guiding hand—an old jour- 
nalist at the kelm, so to speak—and, finally, 
seeing that you were losing opportunities every 
day, I made up my mind to pay you a visit in 
person and have a talk with you.” 

‘*That was very kind of you, my dear sir.” 

‘*Well, of course, I knew you would say 
that, for one journalist always recognizes an- 
other. Now, asI said before, I am an old 
journalist, and having taken such a liking to 
your paper, I just thought to myself that I 
would see the editor and give him a few 
points.” 

‘*No one save an old journalist could have 
entertained such noble thoughts. Might I ask 
































THE BACK YARD GRANGER. 
‘* Nothing like owning your own little farm in the 
suburbs.” 
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on what publications you have put ia your 
forty years?” 

‘‘Well, I have given my talent to nearly all 
of the most influential metropolitan journals, 
and my income from such work being suffi- 
cient, I have steadily refused to attach myself 
permanently to any one of them. You see I 
love independence.” 

‘*Certainly. Have you written any partic- 
ular matter lately that has made a hit?” 

‘* Well, for the last few years I have been 
hard at work shaping and toning up the daily 
papers; exercising a fatherly superintendence 
of them, so to speak, and have had time to 
write but little. Oh, I am an enthusiast in 
my profession, and for that reason I take an 
interest in THE JUDGE.” 

‘‘You are certainly very kind. Now, in 
what way would you change the paper?” 

‘* Well, in the first place you are not severe 
and personal enough. Call a spade a spade. 
Go for John Kelly tooth and nail. Call him a 
thief, a swindler, a marplot, and boldly defy 
him to gainsay it.” 

‘*But suppose he should take the law on 
us ?” 

‘Just what you want, my dear fellow— 
best advertisement in the world. Then go for 
Cornell. Tell him to his teeth that heisa 
loafer and an arch scalawag. Tell him that 
he is a murderer, and call up the ghost of 
Sindram to confront him.” 

‘* But suppose he should call up the sheriff 
to confront us ?” 

‘‘ Ah! nothing could be better if he would 
only do it. Let him arrest you; throw you 
into prison for a month or so. All the 
papers in the country would cry out and give 
you hundreds of thousands of dollars worth of 
advertising. Then you want to go for Presi- 
dent Arthur. Come boldly out and denounce 
him as the Benedict Arnold of the Republican 
party. Make a picture of him as an arch 
enemy of the country. Put Fitz John Porter 
as a copperhead snake, twining lovingly. 
around him. Make him as a puppet with 
Conkling pulling the string that makes him 
dance. Then go for Cardinal McCloskey. 











el _ 
“* Meat vas gor? up; but don’t you gif it avay. I 
sell you a bair of banis just de same briceus 
before.” 





Make him as a growing dragon that shall cover 
the land, or as the Scarlet Woman spoken of 
in the Revelations.” 

‘But the Cardinal is a very estimable and 
progressive gentleman.” 

‘*That has nothing to dowith it. What you 
want is to be alive.” 

** Very true, but the probabilities are that 
we should not be alive if we followed your in- 
structions for awhile.” 

“Nonsense. Prelates never fight back. 
Then take up ‘some popular woman, Cady 
Stanton, for instance; insinuate that she is not 
a bit like Cesar’s wife. That will set people* 
agog.” 

‘* Yes, very likely.” 

‘* And then, as a master stroke, you want to 
denounce the Irish as a race of semi-barbar- 
ians, Thugs, assassins, cut-throats. That 
will be sure to create a sensation.” 

‘Most undoubtedly,” we sighed. 

‘*Now I have only given you an outline of 
the way you should go, and if you haven’t the 
nerve to follow the suggestions, I'll come here 
and run your paper for a month of two, just 
to get her to booming. See ?” 

‘sCertainly. Your ideas are very fine. 
We are having a new boiler built, and just as 
soon as itis finished, we will make an editorial 
sanctum of it and follow your suggestions.” 

**T thought you would. All you want is 
an old journalist, and a live one, to give you 
a point or two occasionally. You have got 
lots of stuff in you, as I said before, and from 
this time forward I shall expect to see THE 
JUDGE boom,” said he, and then he got up, 
buttoned his coat, put on his hat, and seemed 
to have finished his mission. 

Valuable although he undoubtedly was, we 
made no attempt to stay his inclination. It 
was probably professional jealousy pure and 
simple, but we are only human. He started 
towards the door and we began towrite. He 
even went outside of it, but seeming to recollect 
something, he quickly returned. 

‘‘I beg pardon, but of course you know 
what we old journalists are like—flush to-day 
and broke to-morrow,” he began. 

‘*Oh, then you are flush to-day !” 

‘On the contrary, Iam unexpectedly short. 
Haven't had time to go to the office yet on ac- 
count of this business of steering you. Can’t 
you let me have a fiver on account?” 

‘Certainly! George, give this old journal- 
ist five cents, and charge it to augers and 
gimlets.” 

That old journalist became instantly 
haughty. He appeared to be hurt about 
something. He even went so far as to frown 
and look witheringly upon us, then pulling his 
slouched hat down over his eyes, he strode 
from the sanctum like an injured queen. 


‘‘In the spring the ycung man’s fancy 
lightly turns to thoughts of love,” sang the poet. 
But he could not have been a genuine spring 
poet, or he didn’t write this year, for winter has 
not only ‘‘ lingered in the lap of spring,” but 
the old monster seems inclined to hang on to 
his mother-in-law, genial summer. There is 
one almanacian consolation, however, that 
dog-days will give him a sweat, even if early 
garden sass is a trifle late. 








LAST YEARS HAT 


‘* No, Oscar, no amount of brushing will make it 
look like new. You'd better get a new one.” 








THEY have got a new ‘‘True Messiah” in 
Egypt, and we guess he is genuine, for he is 
shedding about as much bloud as the old 
timers have in that line. 





A ROBINSONIAN REFRAIN, 
(Not from the Congressional Record.) 
I am neglected, 
I am rejected; 
Scarce I expected 
This would come true. 
With my head crazing, 
With my wrath blazing, 
Sure I’ll be raising 
Hellaballoo! 





THE fate of Lieutenant De Long cannot be 
regarded as a newspaper triumph, and the 
probabilities are that such anotner expedition 
will not be undertaken again right away, un- 
less some proprietor of a newspaper heads it 
in person. 





Pappy gave John Bull a heartless slap in 
the face in payment for the kindness he had 
just extended to him, and there is where 
Paddy was altogether too much like himself. 
But he wants to look out for snakes now, 





ECHO ANSWERS. 
Inquiring Office-holder : What subject sets me worry- 
ing and doubting? 
Answer : ’Outing! ; 
Inquiring @ffice-seeker : What subject sets me bar- 
gaining and sinning? 
Answer : Inning! 





Fitz JOHN PoRTER certainly has not acted 
like an ’arf an’ ‘arf man in his fight for rein- 
statement. But if he had only served his 
country in its stress as well as he has served 
himself of late, there need have been no trouble 
for him. 





FEMININE head covering has changed with 
the advent of spring. The hats are larger 
than ever. 





Ir is said that Dana is to have charge of 
Tilden’s bureau of nincompoops this year, 
and we shall all have a thance to learn why 
he gave them that name during the last cam- 


paign. 
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THIS PICTURE TELLS ITS OWN STORY. 








REVISED ARABIAN NIGHTS. 


The King and the Physician. 

THERE was a King of Greece who was sore- 
ly afflicted with a disease which his physicians 
pronounced incurable. The King tried all the 
liver, lung, kidney, foot and other pads; all 
the electric, magnetic, «esthetic and other 
plasters; Balm of Life, St. Tompkins’ Oil, 
Magic Pellets, and all the other patent medi- 
cines warranted to go right to the spot; and 
yet, as marvelous as it may appear, he con- 
tinued to grow Worse. Every morning he 
found his post-office box crammed with medi- 
cal almanacs and circulars, announcing ‘‘ An- 
other Life Saved!—Beware of Counterfeits!” 
And his doctor bills were frightful! He re- 
fused to go to Florida for the benefit of his 
health, preferring to live a few months longer, 
and die athome. The faces of his heirs began 
to wear a very joyous expression, and the 
royal undertaker burnished up his hearse and 
nearly split his brain open in trying to con- 
ceive something new and nobby in coffins. 

About this time there came to the King’s 
court a strange physician named Douban, 
who made a diagnosis of the Royal patient’s 
disease, significantly remarked ‘ Humph!” 
and said he could cure him without either in- 
ward potions or outward applications. The 
King said if the Doctor’s charges would not 
necessitate the selling of his entire kingdom 
to pay the bill, he might prescribe for him. 
Douban then handed the King an axe, and said: 
‘*In the hollow handle of this I have deposited 
certain drugs. You will take this implement 
and cut a cord of hickory wood to-morrow 
morning before breakfast. When the drugs 
are heated they will permeate your Majesty’s 
whole frame; then take a bath and a nap, and 
you will awake perfectly cured.” 

The King took the axe and went out next 
morning before breakfast and began to wrestle 








with a cord of hickory wood, as directed. <A 
friend came along and saluted him with: 
‘*Hallo! Have you reached five score years 
that you essay to perform the feat of the old- 
est inhabitant? And do you intend to carry 
out the programme by plowing ten acres of 
land before noon ?” 

The King was displeased with the man’s 
levity, and mildly hinted that he would drive 
him into the earth like a surveyor’s pin if he 
heard any more of it. He didn’t hear any 
more of it. 

After finishing the cord of wood, the King 
took a bath and a nap, according to the Doc- 
tor’s perscription, and awoke entirely free 


from his malady. (For sale at all respectable. 


hardware stores. None genuine unless the 
naine of Douban is blownin handle. Contains 
no mercury.) 

The King decorated the physician with the 
orders of the Silver Shoe-Buckle and the Green- 
Eyed Monster of the Royal Knee-Breeches, 
and invested him with so many gold medals 
beside, that he looked like Prince Bismarck 
on dress parade. He became a great favor- 
ite with all at Court save the King’s former 
physicians. These reviled him, and lost no 
opportunity to excite distrust of him in the 
royal breast. They reported that he was a 
graduate of Dr. Buchanan’s Philadelphia 
Bogus Diploma College; that he was impli- 
cated in Shipherd’s Peruvian guano scheme, 
and-wrote spring poetry. The King, albeit 
a very weak person, tyrannical, and easily 
irritated, repelled these insinuations ; but the 
superseded disciples of Asculapius continued 
to circulate campaign rumors and print Mo- 
rey letters reflecting on the new Doctor's 
character and intentions, and ultimately con- 
vinced the King that Douban was planning 
his death in order that he might succeed to 
the throne. 

The ungrateful and credulous King com- 
manded that Douban be seized and put to 





death. The physician asked the King if he 
didn’t think that was pretty rough, — after 
having saved his life? The King said he was 
not good at guessing conundrums, and the 
physician vainly plead for mercy. He now 
regretted that he didn’t adopt the usual 
course of treatment—prescribe five dollars’ 
worth of bitter medicine, and change the 
prescription six times a day, and fool around 
him with an induction balance, and sink pus 
cavities in him, and issue daily bulletins 
giving the state of his respiration, perspira- 
tion and hallucination, and probe him until he 
died, and send in a bill for $25,000. But it 
was too late to mourn over lost opportunities. 
He begged and obtained a final interview 
with the King. 

‘*T have in my library,” said the physi- 
cian, ‘‘a book which would highly please your 
Majesty.” 

‘“‘Ah!” responded the King. ‘ Does it 
contain. an account of the killing of Jesse 
James, or the travels of Jumbo, or Oscar 
Wilde’s poetry ? or is it simply a volume of 
Carlyleisms and Emersonian stuff, which no 
king on earth has brains enough to under- 
stand ?” 


‘‘Neither,” answered Douban. ‘‘It is a 
very curiousbook. If, after I am decapitated, 
you will open the volume and read the third 
line, my head will answer any question you 
shall ask.” 

The King was delighted. He said he had 
long wanted just such a book, but he supposed. 
it was out of print. Again Douban plead 
for mercy, and again in vain. The cruel 
King said he would behead him now, merely 
to try the experiment with his head and the 
book, and if the trick was a success he would 
embark in the magician business, travel about 
the country, and make more money than 
Barnum’s show or a plumber. 

The executioner performed his duty and the 
physician died suddenly. The King was pre- 
sented with his head, which he placed on the 
cover of the book, as directed. ‘‘Open the 
book,” said the head. The King proceeded 
to obey the command, but the leaves stuck 
together. ‘‘ Confound it !” angrily exclaimed 
his Majesty; ‘‘one of the Doctor’s youngsters 
has been handling this book while eating 
molasses candy.” He then wet his thumb 
with his tongue repeatedly, as he turned over 
the leaves. Presently his face assumed a 
ghastly appearance, as if he had been smok- 
ing his first cigar, and he felt griping pains 
in his interior department. The poison with 
which the leaves of the book were saturated 
was getting in its work, and the head laughed 
exultingly: ‘‘Ha, ha! Tyrant, you are dying 
—you are justly punished for your ingrati- 
tude. Turn on the red and blue fire, and let 
the orchestra play the ‘ Rogue’s March.’ ” 

The head ceased speaking, and the King 
was dead. 

‘This story,” said Scheherazade, ‘‘ teaches 
that nothing on earth can prevent.a physician 
from killing his patient, sooner or later.” 

‘“‘ Well,” commented the Sultan, ‘‘I think 
a man who spits on his thumb to turn over 
the leaves of a book deserves a violent death.” 
The Sultan was very level-headed on some 
questions. J. H. W. 
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A Socialist meeting as it is popularly supposed to be. | 


TWO HORSES. 

Two horses met by the curb one day; 
One was harnessed to a bright coupé, 
With a harness new and a driver smart, 
While the other pulled at an old ash-cart. 
The rich man’s horse he whinnied and sneered, 
His eyes were bright, the other one’s bleared, 
And as he champed on his silver bit, 
He said: ‘‘ Old nag, you are scarcely fit 
To make e’en one in a scene so gay, 
Where dames are shopping along Broadway. 
Your coat is dirty, your harness is old, 
And Bergh should gather you into his fold. 
You, at least, should keep on some back street, 
And with toney equines never meet. 
Nothing about you savors of tone— 
Simply made up of horse-hide and bone, 
With a spavined leg and wornout shoe, 
You're only good to work into glue.” 
Then the ash-cart horse he winked a wink— 
Out from his broken blinkers a blink— 
Bracing himself with a snort and grunt, 
And with his best fore foot to the front, 
He shook the dust from his unkempt head, 
And this to the dandy nag he said: 

**Don’t be too fresh, for your master’s all 
Is gathered from the ashes I haul. 
I once was airy and fresh like you, 
With a sleek coat and a patent shoe; 
And though it may not seem so to-day, 
I once pranced with your lady’s coupé. 
But [ frilled too much; a spavin came, 
And I soon grew old, and weak, and lame. 
And although once I had been so smart, 
They hitched me up to this old ash-cart. 
And so it will be, when you go wrong, 
They'll hook you up and slam you along. 
Your tauntings, I assure you, don’t hurt; 
You're pulling now but the Queen of dirt; 
And the time will come, though now-you’re smart, 
That you'll be hauling an old ash cart.” 

—G. G. SMALL. 


Our Scientific Department. 





EDITED BY SIR CHARLES LIEWELL. 





AN immense tree, supposed to be many cen- 
turies old, was lately blown down in New Zea- 
land, and a large quantity of human bones 
was disclosed in the hollow interior, some of 
the skeletons being quite perfect. The hypo- 
thesis is that in the year 1346 a couple of 
Scotch bag-pipers invaded the village in the 
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A Socialist meeting as it really is. 
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| vicinity of this tree, and the natives, never be- 
| fore having heard such a wild, weird, unearth- 
| ly, soul-harrowing noise, fled to the: woods in 
wild dismay. Some of the affrighted people 
crawled into the hollow of this immense tree, 

_ pulled the opening in after them, and then 
| miserably perished of starvation. 





colors, are rarely affected with color-blind- 
ness. This explains why the number of wom- 
'en who marry red-nosed men is ninety per 
cent. greater than the number of men who 
marry women possessing nasal organs of the 
| same brilliant hue. 








ACCORDING to Professor Young, the total 
quantity of light emitted from the sun is equal 
to 6,200, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000,000 can- 
dies. It is pretty certain that the professor 
is mistaken at least a dozen in the number of 
candles, but whether he has the figures too 
high or too Iow, the reader may easily deter- 
mine by purchasing 6,300,000,000,000, 000, - 
000,000,000,000 candles and trying the ex- 
periment. 


THE howling monkeys are the largest found 
in America. Often in the great forests of the 
Amazon a tremendous noise is heard in the 
night, as if Barnum’s menagerie was discuss- 
| ing the trish land league question. The noise 
| may be heard for miles, and it is all produced 
| bya single male howler. And he 1s not howl- 

ing that the Chinese must go, either. We 

cannot be too thankful that the male howler 
_ does not mount our back fences and sheds at 

mid=ight to exercise his howling powers. 
There would soon be a famine in shaving cups 
and boot-jacks if he did. 


THE idea of employing weapons for assault 
or defense was a logical result of the first con- 
test that took place between man and man. 
| For instance, the first weapon was a man’s 
fist, and the fellow that was knocked down 
with it incontinently discovered the second 


WoMEN, who are much more concerned | 
than men in the selection and comparison of 


weapon in the shape of a stone, which, at long 
range, lays over the fist by a handsome ma- 
jority. These scientific problems entail a 
great strain on the mental powers, but close 
study and deep thought will bring them to 
light every time. 

THE general reader will be pleased to learn 
that ‘‘a new sub-order of odd-toed ungulates, 
named condylarthra, has been proposed and 
extended by Prof. Cope to include only ter- 
tiary mammals constituting two families, the 
phenacodontide and meniscotherude.” It 
was about time this sub-order was proposed. 


| We should have made such a proposition two 
| years ago, but didn’t want to appear too os- 


tentatious and previous. It will fill a long- 


felt want. 

WE are receiving hght from stars which 
have long since ceased to exist. It would be 
of much greater importance to the human fam- 





ily, however, if we were receiving light from 
a gas company that had long since ceased to 
exist, for then its diabolical collector would not 
come around four times a year with a gas bill 
of colossal proportions. 

Pror. THEO. GILL recently read before a 
scientific body a very interesting paper on 
‘‘The Development of the Chiropterygium 
from the Icthyopterigium.” The subject is 
one oi great moment to the people of America 
at the present time. To be sure, it lacked 
what the Z’ribune critic calls corroding gloom 
and the far-off gaze of the haunted soul; but it 
was very exhaustive. All who heard it were 
exhausted inside of ten minutes. The chirop- 
terygium, it may be as weil to explain for the 
benefit of the unscientific reader, is as <iffer- 
ent from the icthyopterigium as the—the—as 
the icthyopterigium is from the chiroptery- 
gium. And yet it doesn’t seem possible. 





THE music which Parnell & Co. were about 
to pipe for Gladstone to dance to, was sud- 
denly changed to a funeral dirge by the knives 
of assassins. 











—_—_—_,——- 
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THE JUDG. 


FEMALE CONSISTENCY. 
The winter hat, when it blows great quis. 


| The summer hat, when all is ca’m and still. 





MEN OB CULLOR. 

De poets told you all befu’ about de queer Chiaee, 

An’ ’scribed his ebery doin’ on dis side ob-de sea. * 

Yaas! Dey’s rehussed dat furriner in ebery kind.o’ 
song, 

So I'll tell how de cullud folk am tryin’ to get along. 

An’ how dey’s comin’ out ahead ob all de hull creation, 

An’ gwine to beat de ’Mericans in plantin’ out a nation. 


Wall! Since dey fit so glawyus in de year ob ’sixty- 

t’ree, 

De cullud an’ de white man hab both bin purty free; 

But ebery year, ez time rolled ‘long dis freedom am 
growed bigger, 

Till now I tinks de white man don’t stand nowhar side 
de nigger. 


When any shoutin’s to be did he makes de loudest holler, 
An’ allus votes for any man dat pays de biggest dollar. 


He sits in gospel racket rooms an’ listens to de preacher, | 


Den prays fur Heben’s mussy on Ingersoll an’ Beecher. 


At ‘lection time he’s allus ’round, and votes ten times a 
day 

De ticket o’ de greenback crowd, case dat’s de most 
like pay. 


But if a pusson challenge him for too much ob a voter, ’ 


He ’sists dat pusson down de street jest like a Keller 
motor. 


A talkin’ "bout de theater, de nigger’s allus dar, 


‘An’ if you look above you you'll see him up afar. 


He’s a regelar attendant on six nights out ob seben, 
An’ takes a quarter-dollar seat up in de niggers’ heben. 


A criticisin’ actors, I don’t tink much 0’ Booth; 


He gibs one chills an’ febers, like de puilin’ ob a tooth, ° 


Av’ he acts so sort ob crazy a smotherin’ his wife, 
When he’s de Boor 0’ Venice, an’ suercides his life. 


We doesn’t like de rumpus in which de white folks mix— 

I mean de fuss ob Charleya wid Reb’rend Brudder Dix; 

An’ if de folks ob fashion keep gwine from bad to wust, 

Dey’d better call at Greenwood an’ swap demselve fur 
dust. 


1 doesn’t like de sort ob turn dat’s to religun giben! 

A man named Mulford writ a book, *‘ Republicans in 
Heben.” 

I’se neber read de wux myself, but what de critiks said, 

Dat ‘It’s de biggest writin’ since Jupiter was dead.” 

I can’t ezactly see dough, what he knows ‘bout de 
skies, 


| 

: "Leas he's bin up to ’vestigate. I guess he won't go 
twice! 

| What fearful lot ob bodder dese Irishmen am makin’! 

| I hope dat Bright Queen Gladstone will gib ’em all a 

shakin’! 


| 
| 





The majestic and knightly Count suddenly 
paused, struck a Richard III. attitude, and in 
a heavy, soap-chewing, Bowery, sepulchral 
voice exclaimed ‘‘ Varlet! why this rude, un- 
seemly interruption? What wouldst thou 
with me? Why this breaking in upon my 
silent meditations ? Art one of that vile Wall 


street horde of cowardly idiots who in times 
| agone did regale themselves ridiculing mine 


acting, hurling ribald jokes and decayed vege- 


' tables at my devoted head, and outraging the 


feelings of the fair and tender Avonia? Out 


| upon ye, for a base varlet? S'death, odd zooks 


and marry come up! What! A Scribe, a 
Scribe! Aha, aha! I'll have none of ye, for 
ye were all base traducers and vilifiers of real 
histrionie genius. Begone, sirrah, begone! 
But stay, ye shall gnash your teeth with jeal- 


v 


/ ous rage and envy to witness my greatest 


' triumph. 
| the star par excellence of the Olympian Tem- 





*°To go a huntin’ em myself J’se more dan half a notion, | 


| I’m bery fond o’ music, but I ain’t no Dreksel Morgan, 

| An’ can’t pay nothin’ monstrous fur Patti an’ de organ. 
De sooner she go~s back agin de better fo’ her larder, 
So she’d better sail wid Rossi aboa’d de nex’ Cuna’der. 


| De black man am de best to sing an’ lecture in creation! 
| Ain't Brudder Fred’rick Douglas got up a big sensa- 
tion? 

| By de brain widin his furhead an’ luster on his face 

| He's gaddered reputation fur all de cullud race. 


What's finah dan de minstrels dat white folks flocks to 
see? 
Ay ebery salo in ’em is jest ez black ez me! 
| Aih’t Haberly’s an’ Backus’ de greatest on de road? 
| An’ ebery one am marshaled under «le darkey code. 
Yaas! Trabel o’er de univuas till oceans am growed 
, bigger, 

You'll neber find a nation dat can equalize de nigger. 

—THOMAS COMEDIUS. 


-* 


In Another World. 


BY MAJOR H. D. 
HE was quietly meandering down Esma- 
ralda avenue—the Jupiterean Broadway. A 
pensive air o’erspread his noble connte- 


nance, his greasy, well-polished beaver was | 


perched jauntily on the side of his classic head, 


Far floatin’ all deir troubles ’cross de big A’lantic Ocean! | 


Tam engaged as leading tragedian, 


ple, the great Jupiterean Theater. 
I shall enact Julius Cesar. 
Fail not, at thy peril!” 

And the noble Count strode away with all 
the majesty of Hamlet’s ghost. 


True to promise, I attended the Count’s 
opening night at the great Olympian Temple. 
Ye gods! what a scene! An audience of fifty 
thousand delighted Jupitereans (they do things 
on a big scale up there) had assembled to 
greet the great actor. ‘Midst brilliant pyro- 
technics, booming of cannon, peals of music, 
and showers of bouquets, the great Count 
made his graceful and dignified entree. Plac- 
ing one hand upon his manly bosom, he proud- 
ly bowed his acknowledgments. Cheer upon 
cheer greeted his appearance. So great was 
the enthusiasm that the audience rose en 
mousse and greeted him with thunders of ap- 
plause. And not until the agile and graceful 
Count had nearly split his spinal column and 
doubled himself up like an animated jack-knile 
with excessive bowing, did his admirers per- 
mit him to proceed with the play. 

And what a grand and sublime performance 
was given on that great occasion! The 
Count was supported by Ed. Forrest, Booth 
the elder, J. R. Scott, Eddy, Fechter, Daven- 
port, Brooke, and Brougham, with Charlotte 
Cushman, Helen Tree, Mary Taylor, Mrs. 
Conway, and Lanra Keene. Such 


To-night 
Come and see me. 


sublime 


| acting! such scenic effects! such superb cos- 


ee — 


tumes! "Iwas indeed a feast for the gods. 
Our beloved Count eciipsed them all, and sus- 
tained his former great reputation and fame 
as the greatest of ancient or modern actors. 
Now may Salvini, Rossi, Booth, cry out 
with envy, and even Dr. Landis must look 
out for his Shakespearean laurels. If the 
great Count was not duly honored and ap- 
preciated while upon earth, he has certainly 


/ made his mark in the planetary world of 


his recently dyed ambrosial locks well oiled | 


‘and curled, his seedy Prince Albert buttoned 


left hand a white cotton glove. 
‘Hello, Johannes! What, ho, 
‘Count, Count Johannes—I say !” 


Count ! 


Jupiter, where honors and wealth are being 
showered upon him fast and thick. 
‘‘Who is that heroic, noble-looking  in- 


| dividual whose portrait graces the palace 
close to chin, and his famous gold-headed cane | 


_ —recently redeemed from Simpson’s—carried | 
threateningly in his right hand, and on his | 


walls? And what sanguinary conflict does 
that gory scene portray?” 

These questions. were involuntarily pro- 
pounded by me to a friend while rambling 
through the palace of Jupiter, where my ai- 
tention was almost transfixed by viewing a 
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life-size portrait of a once familiar face and 
form, clad in gorgeous uniform, mounted upon 
a prancing charger, and surrounded by scenes 
of warlike carnage. 

‘‘That,” replied my informant, ‘that is 
the portrait of the great and only James 
Fisk, Jr., once colonel, but now major- 
general of the Jupiterean National Guard, 
and commodore of our rial Navy. Have 
you never met this man whom the people de- 
light to honor?” 

‘‘Why, surely, yes, this must be the 
‘Prince of Erie.’ I knew him well, Horatio. 
Where, oh, where can he be found? I'd in- 
terview his serene highness. Pray present 
me forthwith to his royal nibs.” 

‘‘ Certainly; he’d be glad to see a Bohemian 
from earth; he was always partial to news- 
paper men. Come with me, sweet cherub, 
and we'll forthwith visit the Prince. You 
must know that his royal nibs is now presi- 
dent, treasurer, and almost entire board of 
directors (his old racket), of the great ‘High- 
Flyer Magnetic Railway Company.’ Com- 
modore Vanderbilt and Boss Tweed are his 
silent partners in the scheme.” 

We soon arrived at the ‘‘ High-Flyer Rail- 
way” office, which is a very grand establish- 
ment, modeled after the style of an opera 
house. The sometime doughty Colonel was 
comfortably seated at a table, in his gorgeous 
private office, playing a quiet game of draw- 
poker with Tweed and the Commodore. 
Fisk greeted me with a flourish of the hand, 
invited us to be seated, and blandly inquired 
‘¢how the old thing worked upon earth?” Of 
course, our unexpected visit interrupted the 
friendly little game, and operations were tem- 
porarily suspended. 

** Colonel, how do you find things up here?” 
we ventureg to inquire. 

‘Bully, my boy, bully,” replied the cul- 
tured Colonel. ‘‘We have scooped in the 
lambs on our latest venture, and we’ve got 
all their spare cash. Now we are taking 
things easy and comfortable. We are plan- 
ning to build a great suspension bridge to 
connect our planet with that of Mars. Tweed 
says he’ll have nothing to do with the con- 
tract unless there is plenty of steal in the con- 
struction of the bridge. The old man’s head 
is level yet.” 

‘Glad to learn that you are making things 
lively for the boys up here. Is your new 
road in a paying condition, Colonel?” 

‘‘Paying? Youbet. It pays ws, and that’s 
all we care about, my boy. You must take 
a trip over our road if you want to see gen- 
uine greased lightning. Two hundred miles 
an hour. Just think of it, my boy. You 
should see our new magnetic locomotive skip 
over stone walls, and jump rivers without 
either bridges or viaducts. Whew! She's a 
tearer, a regular hurricane, and don’t you for- 
get it.” 

‘¢ And howare things with you, Mr. Tweed?” 
we inquired of the ex-Boss. 

‘Only fair to middling. I’ve just finished 
building a half-million dollar court-house for 
three millions, and now, would you believe it, 
the idiotic Board of Aldermen are kicking up 
high jinks because I found it necessary to 
charge the city five millions for furnishing the 
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darned concern. But some people are never 
satisfied.” And the ex-Boss winked his eye 
and smiled a knowing smile. 

‘*Do you not long to hear of Josie Mans- 
field, Colonel?” 

‘*No, thank you. The old hen has gone 
where the woodbine twineth. Up the spout 
—played out. N. G. foryourstruly. I want 
none of it in mine.” 

‘* Well, gentlemen, I must bid you good- 
day; I’ve several other old friends to inter- 
view before returning to Earth. Adieu, gen- 
tlemen.” 

“Ta, ta, Harry; bye-bye. Come again 
when you have more money and less time.” 

And this énded my first interview with 
departed spirits in the land of Jupiter. 


ASSEMBLYMAN JAMES HAGGERTY deserves the 
support of the press and the people in his con- 
templated efforts to secure the passage of a 
bill in the present Legislature, making the 
offices of Sheriff, County Clerk, and Register 
of this county, salaried, and thus forcing the 
fees, as at present received, into the City 
Treasury. Why shall the people elect these 
officials simply to put them in possession of 
incomes altogether out of proportion to the 
value of the services performed by them? 





WORDSWORTH APPLIED. 
To J. R. Shipherd. 
A STUPID ass with motive dull, 
Turns on the pivot of his skull 
His long left ear. 





Stnce Ex-Alderman Nicholas Haughton, of 


the Shakespeare Academy, of this city, made 
$275,000 through speculating in stocks in Wall 
street, he has been overrun by his ‘‘ frins,” 
who want him to be a candidate for Congress. 
Thus do the ‘‘ boys” scent the ‘‘ boodle ” from 
afar. 





THE Irish claim to be the original mundane 
‘* mashers ”"—of potatoes, 





Wary is love like a pillow? Because it can 
take on a ‘‘sham ” and still be nice. 





Sret., in printer’s parlance, signifies ‘let 
it stand.” ‘‘Stet” with a ‘‘son” added 
thereto stands for pretty much the same thing 
as regards Booth’s Theater. 





WituiaM T. Harris, in his ‘Journal of 
Speculative Philosophy,” wisely says: ‘‘ The 
importance of this investigation on the part 
of Kant depends upon the fact that modern 
consciousness is a movement, as a whole, to- 


~wards inwardness and subjectivity, and, ac- 


cordingly, modern philosophy is bound first of 
all to ask itself: ‘What is the criterion of 
certitude?’” Wecan simply say in reply to 
our old friend Harris, ‘‘cert,’’ and hope that 
he will always feel that way. 





TENNYSON on extenuated courtship: 
“Tis better to have loved and lost, 
Than never to have loved a tall——’ 


Girl being understood, of course. 


How to find a policeman: First, look up 
and down the area way, and if you don’t see 
one, go and ring the kitchen bell of every 
house on his beat. You will be sure to find 
him in one of them. This method is labori- 
ous, it must be confessed, but it has the merit 
of certainty, at all events. 





EVOLUTIONIST TRAIN emerges from a tem- 
porary retirement in order to notify his former 
Irish constituents that if they don’t stop their 
‘Know Nothing raid on the Chinese,” he will 
‘put a Psycho twist on their race which will 
keep them in slavery for another fifty years.” 
We don’t happen to know what ‘‘a Psycho 
twist ” is, or how it is applied; but this much 
we do know, that George Francis is a man 
of his word, and when he says he will do a 
thing, he will—if he can!—depend upon it. 
Anti-Chinese raiders of Irish extraction will 
please bear this fact in mind, and govern their 
pig-tail prejudices accordingly. Meanwhile, 
we trust G. F. T. will keep his ‘‘ Psycho 
twist” about him in case of emergency. 





POTATOES, it is said, contain nothing but 
starch; and yet a scientific bibulist carefully 
sliced a whole one and dropped it into his 
glass of grog without stiffening up its con- 
tents in any very perceptible degree. 





TomMy.—Won’t you give a party, and have 
ice cream, and cake, and lemonade, and pie, 
and don’t invite nobody but me ? 





WHITE lies: Silver-plated ware. 



































12 


THE JUDGE. 














THEATRICAL BRIEFS. 


May it Please Your Honor: 

In clearing up my cause-list for the present term I- 
desire to call your attention to the following cases, 
which have not yet come to trial, and which should cer- 
tainly be forced to some issue or another. I respect- 
fully recommend that they be put upon the shorter cal- 
endar and be promptly disposed of. 

The People of the City and County of New York vs. 
George Darrell.—Indecent exposure of his inability to 
write a single line of common-sense or conceive one 
rational or possible situation. Also indicted for being 
accessory before the fact to the murder of the English 
language by one Eugene Legrand, at the Union Square 
Theater, on Monday, May 8th, 1882. 

The People, &c., &c., vs. Georgina Parkes, late of 
Daly’s Broadway Theater.—Masquerading in male at- 
tire. 

The People, &c., &c., vs. Leonard Grover.—Counter- 
feiting an expression of good-humor when in the so- 
ciety of people he notoriously dislikes. Further in- 
dicted for writing more ‘‘ crowning efforts” than all 
the other cramatists in the business. 

The People, &c., &c., vs. McKee Rankin.—Grand 
larceny of Carrots from M’liss and conversion of Old 
Smith into ’49. 

The People, &c., &c., vs. Charles Backus.—False 
pretenses, in that he, the said Backus, obtains money 
on the pretext of being an exceedingly comic, humor- 
ous, and entertaining performer, whereas, in fact, he, 
the said Backus, is notoriously addicted to engender- 
ing the deepest gloom and melancholy by his comic, 
humorous, and entertaining performances, so called. 
Further indicted for body-snatching, in that he, the 
said Backus, has willfully, knowingly, and maliciously 
rifled that grave-yard of humor known as “ Joe Miller’s 
Jest-book,” in order to drag therefrom the fossil re- 
mains of ancient and long-since decomposed ‘‘ wit” and 
‘“‘humor,” so called. Further indicted for misrepre- 
sentations, in that he, the said Backus, publicly an- 
nounces himself to be related to Bacchus, the God of 
Wine, whereas, in fact, the said Backus is in no sense 
to be associated whatever with wine, or with any other 
beverage. 

The People, &c., &c , vs. Augustin Daly, John Duff, 
et al.—Proceedings in bankruptcy, with application for 
mandamus, that defendants show cause why they 
should be permitted to throw away their unusual op- 
portunities for making money by sheer sttipidity and 
self-conceit. Indicted, also, for false pretenses, in that 
they, the said Daly, Duff, e¢ al., have willfully com- 
posed and published certain bills, advertisements, &c., 
setting forth that they, the said defendants, have pro- 
duced ‘‘a highly-successful comic opera of a spectacu- 
lar character,” entitled ‘‘ Girouette,” whereas, in fact, 
the said ‘‘Girouette” is a notoriously depressing and 
complete failure. 

In the case of the People of the City and County of New 
York vs. George H. Jessop, civil proceedings to recover 
damages from defendant for having imposed upon 
plaintiff a certain farce, extravaganza, or burlesque, 








entitled ‘‘ All at Sea,” of an extrémely melancholy, 
doleful, and depressing character, I have to repeat, 


that I already held an examination, as yer your honor’s 
order of reference. 

Case opened for plaintiffs. 

Bartholomew T. M. O’Rafferty Campbell being duly 
sworn, testifies that he is a dramatic author; that he 
attended a certain performance of the said farce, ex- 
travaganza, or burlesque, ‘‘ All at Sea;” that he was in- 
formed, and verily believes, that one George H. Jessop 
is the author and compiler of the same; that the farce, 
extravaganza, or burlesque aforesaid is a sad and mel- 
ancholy composition, calculated to produce mournful- 
ness and sorrow in the human heart. 

Cross-examined.—I am a madly funny dog myself. 
My jokes are so good that they are always borrowed, a 
couple of years in advance of their appearance in my 
plays, by the patent medicine almanacs. I cannot help 
laughing at my own jokes—they are so excellent. ‘Mr. 
Jessop is a rival dramatic author. I am not the least 
jealous of him. I will swear to that. 

Case closed for plaintiff. 

Charles E. Collins, sworn for the defense, testities 
that he has seen ‘ All at Sea;” it is a remarkably funny 
composition; the situations are as absurd as any I ever 
saw on the stage. I am a fair judge of plays, as I 
supply inspiration to a good many dramatic authors. 

Andrew Dam, Frederick Rullman, Martin Croft, the 
hoh wohligeboren Herr Baron Von Muhlbach, and six 
hundred other adult persons, having been duly sworn, 
testify as above. 

Judgment rendered for defendant, with an allowance 
of $1,200. 

All of which is respectfully submitted. 

THE REFEREE. 





“WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS, 


B. B.—Accepted, 

“O. Bay.’’—We omit you. 

F. E. L.—Has anything happened? We takeitallback. Try 
again? 

“ Bonco.”—You make a bull_if you think you can steer into 
our columns in that way. 

A. M. L.—We have given it to you, and may good luck at- 
tend it. There is significance in it; don’t you think so? 

P. W. C.—The poem is good, but the meter is so long that it 
sounds like the plaint of an undertaker. Eight syllables are 
quite enough. 

P. W. B.—Don’t ask us to criticise your poem, please. At 
least, don’t insist upon our going intoitseriously. We haven’t 
the time; besides, you might feel offended. In your letter of 
instructions you tell us to put it anywhere that wesee fit. We 
have endeavored to comply with your instructions. We put it 
in the W. B. corner. 

F. T.—Sorry we cannot accommodate you, but, really, your 
article issomewhat lengthy, and in order to publish it entire 
we should be obliged to leave out all of our illustrations. And 
the public is so whimsical! Indeed, they might object to do- 
ing without illustrations for even a single week, even with such 
a substitute as you offer in your story of “ Lovelorn.” Try the 
advertising columns of the Herald some day. At advertising 
rates you could get before the world, and probably become 
famous. 





OF MAKING MANY BOOKS THERE IS NO END. 





EccL. 12:12, 


ESTABLISHED 1838. 


NEAT AND ELEGANT 


Book BINDING 


FROM THE 


Plainest to the Most Elaborate Styles. 


EMBLEMATIC DESIGNS FOR ALL THE LEAD- 
ING SUBSCRIPTION BOOKS. 


SPECIMENS ON EXHIBITION. 


IF YOU WANT GOOD WORK, AT LOW FIGURES, AND SAVE AGENT’S 
COMMISSION, COME DIRECT TO 


JAMES E. WALKER, 





14 Dey Street, New York. 


A FILE OF NEW YORK HERALD, 1847, AND TIMES, TO DATE, AND 
ODD NUMBERS, FOR SALE. 


a@ EDITION WORK AT SHORT NOTICE A SPECIALTY. 





ys name and address to Cragin & Co., Philadelphia, Pa., 
for cook book, free. 





$1.000 REWARD for a perfume like Read’s GRAND 
. DUCHESS COLOGNE. It took first premium at At- 
lanta; also The World’s Fair, and was pronounced the best in 
the world for pungency, strength, and delicacy of odor, It is 
made of Ottar of Roses and French Flowers. 





NEWBURGH, N. Y., October 6, 1880. 
Dr. HoLMAN—Dear Sir: I wish to acknowledge the great ben- 
efit derived from wearing your Liver Pad tor Dumb Ague. I 
had suffered for three years, most of the time, from it. Had 
been treated by the physicians of this and other places without 
any permanent benefit. After wearing your Pad for one day 
I never had any return of the disease, and at present (now four 

months) am feeling perfectly well. 
GEORGE CUTHBERT. 


E. Ridley & Sons, 


Grand, Allen & Orchard Sts., 
NEW YORK. 


SHOPPING MADE. EASY 


Out-of-Town Resiaents, 





Well as to Metropolitans 


BY THE AID 


OF OUR 


Comprehensive Catalogue 


WHICH WE 


WILL SEND FREE 


To any Address, on Application. 


IT GIVES THE 


PRICES OF ALL GOODS 


IN EACH OF OUR 


52 DEPARTMENTS 


PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED. 


THERE IS SCARCELY AN ARTICLE 


Desired, either for Wear, Toilet, or Home Ornamenta- 
tion, but that can be found in our Establishment, and 
of any Quality or Style, at figures which render their 
possession possible. 


Our Fashion Magazine 


Published Quarterly, at 50c. per annum or t5c. single 
copy, will be found of material help to Housekeepers 
everywhere. It is a Practical Text-book on the many- 
sided question of Fashion, and tells you 


What to Wear and How to Obtain it 


AT LOWEST NEW YORK PRICES. 





Also contains Priced Catalogue of our Stock. 


EDWD. RIDLEY & SONS 


309, 311, 311 1-2 Crand Street; 
56, 58, 60, 62, 64, 66, 68, 70 Alien Street; 
59, 61, 63 Orchard Street. 
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SOME 


Of the numerous dealers, because they could see a 
few cents more profit, have been guilty of offering 
worthless substitutes for the only original and gen- 
uine Sulphur Soap—GLENN’S by name. There- 
fore, the public should guard against these deceptive 
imitations, and always ask for GLENN'S SUL- 
PHUR SOAP, by its full name, and take no other. 
Read the following evidence from a highly respecta- 
ble source: 
C. N. CRITTENDON, EsQ.— 

Dear Sir: I have traveled for three years for Messrs. Charles Scrib- 
ner’s Sons, publishers, New York, and desire to inform you that I 
have used your incomparable Gienn’s Sulphur Soap exclu- 
sively for about four years; also have recommended it to very many 
persons, and my constant experience been that it possesses all the 
medicinal advantages that you claimfor it. All to whom I have rec- 
ommended it say, a8 well as myself, that it deserves its established 
reputation as the best and most efficacious Sulphur Soap that can be 
used for all skin cleansing, as well as toilet purposes. me unprin- 
cipled drug-store keepers have end d bstitute other kinds 
of sulphur Soap for ‘lenn’s—saying they were “just as good,”’ but, 
having myself tried other kinds, I find NONE are so good or so 
beneficial as the genuine Sulphur Soap, st d “GLENN'S,” 
which also, I have ——? = — always the name of 
“o i \ etor, . 

Cc. N. Crittenton, Propri on the pac *: T. Z. DURANT. 


Glenn’s Sulphur Soap. 


The most effective external Remedy 
extant for the cure of Skin Diseases and 
“ for Beautifying the Complexion. 


. CAUTION. There are counterfeits. Ask for 
BEFOREGAFTER Glenn's Sulphur Soap, and see that the name 
USING of C. N. CRITTENTON is on each packet. 


glen Sold by druggists, 25c.; 3 cakes, 60c., 


Pritt and mailed to any address on receipt of 


¢ 
SKIN DISEASES. 








Yours truly, 









price and 5 cts. extra per cake. 





HALE’S HONEY 


a 


HOREHOUND AND TAR 


FOR ADULTS and CHILDREN. 

The Great Cure for all COUGHS, COLDS, 
DIFFICULT BREATHING, and AFFEC- 
TIONS OF THE THROAT, BRONCHIAL 
te TUBES and LUNGS, leading to CON- 
es: SUMPTION. 

Children derive great benefit from its Sooth- 
ing properties when suffering with Croup and 
Whooping Cough. 

C. N. CRITTENTON, Prop’r, 115 Fulton st., N. Y. 
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 
Pike’s Toothache Drops cure in one minute. 








DO NOT THINK that Sapolio is a FANCY 
ARTICLE because it is put up in an attractive style. 


It will do more Work and will do 


it better than Three Cakes of any 
MINERAL OR SCOURING Soap 
ever made. ‘ 


gost MORGAN 


s - 





BETTER and CHEAPER than SOAP 


FOR 
HOUSE CLEANING PURPOSES. 
sie IT WILL CLEAN 
Kitchen Uteuslisy Windows, aan rib Crockery, 
IT WILL POLISH 


Tin Copper and Steel Wares of all kinds 
i ethan Emer or Rotten Stone—ASK FOR IT— 


pow Fv i Forme for it—it is the Best 


TRY HAND SAPOLIO 
po everyday Toilet and Bath Soap. It has no 


Grocers and Druggists Sell Our Goods. 


| 





FRiENDs of Anna Dickinson say that her failure in 
‘‘Hamlet” is not on her account, but on account of 
the play. We always thought that man Shakespeare 
didn’t know his business. What he ought to have done 
was to take Miss Dickinson’s measure before he wrote 
‘*Hamlet.” May be he did when he wrote “ Richard 
III.,” but if he did, he got the hump on the wrong side. 
A cross-eyed play-writer is always making trouble.— 
Peck’s Sun. 

THEY were engaged—very much so. She was the 
sweetest of sweet seventeeners, and kissable to a dis- 
tracting degree. He was a bold, forward, brazen- 
faced young man. One day her mamma caught him in 
the very act of going through an osculatory perform- 
ance with her sweet seventeener, and, being much scan 
dalized at beholding her return the chaste salute, re- 
buked the damsel accordingly. ‘‘ But surely there can 
be no harm in it, ma, dear,” said the sweet seventeener, 
with an artless smile, ‘‘ for you know we are told that 
‘ Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, 
so do you even unto them.’ ”—London Judy. 

WE have been looking rather closely at Mars through 
an opera-glass lately, and have come to the conclusion 
that they have got an elevated road up there that 
knocks spots out of anything we can doin the higher 
collision line—N. Y. Commercial Advertiser. An 
opera-glass, eh? You are sure it was that kind of glass? 
Well, perhaps it was. We see they are making an in- 
strument of that kind that will holdabouta pint. Itis 
a wonder you didn’t also see snakes in Mars. 


A Sr. Louts man who was blown twenty feet by the 
explosion of a keg of powder, was uninjured. It seems 
he had been married four times, and a little thing like 
the explosion of a powder-keg was of no account to 
him.—Peck’s Sun. 

E1cuty per cent. of the American Congressmen 
know how to play poker.—Ev. ‘‘ Poker,” we suspect, 
is a Sunday-school game, in which there are kissing 
and forfeits and things. 





Jennings Sanitary Depot. 


. JENNINGS PATENT WATER CLOSETS. 
No 7 Busling Sip, MX. 
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A. E., JENNINGS, 


, a... aes eee 
Proprietor. 


The “Iron Trap,’’..... 
The “ Trapless,”’ 


SER Liberal Trade Discount 


ssss 


|e * All Earthenware,” 
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A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever. 
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S 


Oriental Cream, or Magical Beautifier 


Removes Tan, Pimples, 
Freckles, Moth-Patches, 
and every blemish on 
beauty, and defies detec- 
tion. It has stood the test 
of thirty years, and is so 
harmless we taste it to be 

sure the preparation is 
Wa properly made. Accept 

no counterfeit of similar 
name, The distinguished 
Dr. L. A. Sayre said to a 
lady of the hautton (a pa- 
tient:)—“As you ladies 
will use them, I recom- 
mend ‘Gouraud’s Cream’ 


in 


AS WELL AS 
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PURIFIES 


the Skin preparations.” 
‘ One bottle will last six 
F KE . months, using it every 
. k “e SSs day. Also Poudre Subtile 
removes superfluous hair without injury to the skin. 
MME. M. B. T. GOURAUD, Sole Prop., 48 Bond St., N. Y. 
For sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers throughout 
the U. S., Canadas and Europe. Also found in N. Y. City, at 
R. H. Macy’s, Stern’s, Ehrich’s, Ridley’s, and other Fancy Goods 
Dealers. a Beware of base imitations. $1,000 Reward for 
arrest and proof of any one selling the same. 


MY WIFE'S MOTHER. 


By ‘“ BRICKTOP.” 


One of the funniest and most satirical books ever published; 
everybody knows “ BRICKTOP” as the great humorist of the 
day. Do not fail to purchase this book, and judge for yourself. 
Send 10 cents to 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 


Nos. 34 & 36 North Moore St., N. Y., 
and you will receive a copy by return mail. 











Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the 
best Candies in the World, put up in 
handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


Address, Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


more RAEUMATISM 


Gout, Gravel, Diabetes, French Vegetal Salicylates, ‘infallible, 

harmless, scientifically proclaimed specifics relieve at once; cure 

within four = Box, $1. Beware of salicylic substitute. L. A 

PA 8 No. I 7 14th st., N. Y., only representative. Send stamp 
sand set 


or pamp Authentic proofs furnished at office. 


BROS., 
121, 123, 195 and 127 


BOWERY, 


CORNER GRAND STREET, N. 











ae 


FURNITURE, CARPETS 
BEDDING, & 


For the information of those desiring 
to furnish their homes in a moderate 
manner we append the following list 
of prices: 








PARLOR. 
1 raw silk Parlor Suite, 7 pieces.............cccceeeceees $40 00 
eo el. ee ree 7 00 
1 Pier Glass, French plate giass..............ccccsesseees 22 00 
2 pair raw silk Curtains, with Pole Cornices............. 20 00 

LIBRARY. 
RRR ug. civeseyeeurs cabeuseviwes wibevedateeeresbe 15 00 
OA ID a cn ninig She bs Gicwcbcnn es o6ceseese 9 00 
1 Lounge, 2 Easy Chairs, and 2 Chairs.......... . 18 00 
2 pair Curtains of raw silk, with Pole Cornices.......... 18 00 

DINING-ROOM. 

mI in d.d Sd chew ten oo eceueccnsccsenmes 18 00 
1 pillar Ex ension Table, claw foot..................se00 12 00 
EY SINS ce cadceteiGhies’ ecetebesseaecens 5 00 
NE ON abs ys hess <0 5 SCANS o0NCSnSTE RET HN Ses 6 00 


BEDROOM SUITES. 
painted Chamber Suite, 6 pieces............... 
painted Chamber Dressing-Case Suite, 8 pieces. 
ash Chamber Suite, 10 pieces................... 
walnut Chamber Suite, 10 pieces............... obbeen 


BEDDING. 


1 Hair Mattress, finest quality..............cccccccecccee 20 00 
2 Hair Pillows, or best feathers. .............cccccececces 6 00 
4 00 
1 00 


| al el eel el 





1 Husk-filled Hair-top Mattress............ccccccccsseees 
1 Wedge Bolster 


CARPETS. 
Moquettes, per yard.............. 





1 55 
Body Brussels, 5-frame, per yard. 1 50 
Body Brussels, 3-frame, per yard.. 1 25 
Tapestry Brussels, per yard...... oe ww 
Ex. Tapestry Brussels, per yard..... 75 
US eee eee 55 
Ingrains, all wool, ex. superfine..............cceccceeees 75 
ee Se 1 See a 40 
RE UE SEO nine cae peccnscicticianubssagacseicssaee< 10 





All Goods sold on the Most Reasonable 
Terms of Payment. Our large capital ena- 
bles us to give longer credit and better terms 
than any other house in the trade. Our inva- 
riably fair treatment of customers is well 
known. We never subject them to any of the 
annoyances practiced by petty dealers. 


ILLUSTRATED DESCRIPTIVE PRICE LIST SENT 
FREE ON APPLICATION. 








Mention “THE JUDGE.” 


JAS. & EDWARD COOGAN 


121, 123, 125, 127 BOWERY, 


Corner CRAND ST., New York. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 


No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


I= STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 





ENO =X, 


THE HATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“WVartin’s” Umbrellas. 


“DENTS” GLOVES, 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST!! _2 





Agents for the sale of these remarkable 3 AA "0" § can be found in every city in the United States. 
All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 


None genuine without the trademark. 








a 


JAMES M. BELL & CO., 
31 Broadway, New York. 


Price, Per Case, (One Dozen)............+--seeeeeee $6.00 





Billiard Tables. 





The grand medal, the highest premium over all nations, has 
been awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables and Combination 
Cushions, Balls, Cues, etc., at the Paris Exhibition of 1878. New 
and second-hand Billiard Tables in all designs at lowest prices, 


THE H. W. COLLENDER Co. 


768 B’WAY Noy York. | 84 & 86 STATE ST., Chi. 
241 TREMONT T., Boston. | 15S. 5TH ST., St. Louis. 


SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE, 


LEGGAT BROS.., 


CHEAPEST 
BOOK STORE 
IN THE WORLD. 


498,762 NEW AND OLD BOOKS ALMOST GIVEN AWAY. 
NEW CATALOGUE FREE. SEND STAMP. 
IMMENSE PRICES PAID FOR OLD BOOKS. 


81 CHAMBERS STREET, 
Third door west of City Hall Park, N. Y. 


WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 
100 FLORINS GOVERNMENT BOND, 


ISSUED IN 1864, 
Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and 
are redeemed in drawings 
FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each and every bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a Prize, 
as there are NO BLANKS. 


THE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 


200,000 FLORINS, 
20,000 FLORINS, 
15,000 FLORINS, 


And bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 


200 Florins. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


isT OF JUNE, 1882. 


And every bond bought of us on or before the 1st of June is 
entitled to the whole premium that may 
oe drawn thereon on that date, 
Out-of-town orders sent in REGISTERED LETTERS, and inclos- 
ing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 
or orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING 00., 


No. 150 Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874, 
aq The above Government Bonds are not to be compared 
with any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of 
the laws of the United States. 
N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in Tae Jupar. 





No. 








THERE is said to be only one autograph of Velasquez, 
the great Spanish painter, in private hands.—Ex. This 
intelligence will be apt to cause a general wave of 
gloom and depression to pass over this country. Thou- 
sands of Americans have been buoyed up with the 
happy and cheering belief that hundreds of old Velas- 
quez’s autographs were in private hands. This prom- 
ises to be a year of disappointments.-— Norristown 
Herald. 


A YOUNG man stopped at a hostelrie called ‘‘ Lamb’s 
Hotel,” in a Western town, and after eating dinner, he 
called the clerk aside and advised him to use his influ- 
ence with the proprietor to have the name changed to 
‘*Old Mutton’s Tavern.” 


Pror. Bozzozen, of Turin, has discovered a new and 
important constituent of the blood, which he calls 
‘‘blutplattchen.” The thing looks as prickly as a por- 
cupine, and if you ever feel as if a paper of pins was 
meandering through your veins, you may know you 
have got the blutplattchens the worst way.— Herald. 


In discussing the extravagance existing in the print- 
ing of public documents, in Congress, a few days ago, 
one Senator said that Agricultural Reports could be 
purchased at second-hand book-stores for ten cents a 
volume. He didn’t explain why the price should be so 
high. The retail price of such works has long been half 
a cent a pound, and we never saw a volume that would 
weigh twenty pounds.—Ez. 


‘¢Tr will cost seven millions and a half to crown the 
Czar.” The Nihilists think a royal funeral would be 
much cheaper, and are willing to “‘ put ahead on him” 
without charge.—Ez. 


Tue New York journalist has a good excuse for not 
attending divine worship. A single pew in Grace 
Church costs $3,000 a year.—Ez. 





HEISS’ CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 


The Bicycle has proved itself to be a per- 
manent, practical road-vehicle, and the num- 
4 ber in daily use is rapidly increasing. Pro- 
WS fessional and business men, seekers after 
N \SAR health or pleasure, all join in bearing witness 
a5 to its merits. Send 3c. stamp for catalogue 
with price list and full information. 


THE POPE M’?’G CO., 626 Washington St., Boston Mass. 


NEW YORK RIDINC SCHOOL, 34th St., near 3d Ave. 


The Wilson Patent 
ADJUSTABLE CHAIR, 


‘With Thirty Changes of Position. 


Parior, Library, Invalid Chair, Child’s 
Crib, Bed or Lounge, combining 
beauty, lightness, strength, sim- 
plicity, and comfort. Everything 
to an exact science. Orders by 
mail promptly attended to. 
Goods shipped to any address 
c.0.D. Send for Illustrated Cir- 
cular; quote THE JUDGE. 

The Wilson Adjus. Chair M’f'g Co., 


661 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


DODGING A CREDITOR. 


By “ED.” 
One of the Funniest Books Ever Published. 
PRICE TEN CENTS. 
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 
34 and 36 North Moore St., N. Y. 


Walker, Tuthill 2 Bresnan 


Successors to R. F. COLE & CO. 



















READING POSITION. 


Address 











PRINTERS’ WAREHOUSE, 


201-205 WILLIAM STREET, 
New York. 


A RTI 
Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Calleys, Metal Furniture and 
Quotations. Boxwood, Mahogany and Maple 
for Engravers’ Use. Blocking, Rout- 
ing, Mortising, Etc. 


CORNER FRANKFORT STREET. 





inders for filing “ THE 

JUDGE” in book form 

FOR SALE AT THE OFFICE, 13 
& 15 PARK ROW, N. Y. 
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MANUFACTURER OF 


GRAND, SQUARE: UPRIGHT PIANOS 


PRICES REASONABLE. 





TERMS EASY. 





Warerooms: Fifth Ave, and W. Sixteenth St., New York 
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THY. JUDGE. 








EATIY'S 


a BE. PARLOR 






Beatt 


RaW RERTROUFS.S 
yolden Tongue Reeds STOPS, Walnut or Ebonized 

Case, 5 Octaves, Metal Foot Plates Upright Bellows, Stee) 
Springs, Lamp Stands, De a for music, Handles and 


im contains 10 full sete 


Rollers i oan ty’s Patent Stop Acti 
NEW OVEL “REEDBOARD” (neaeas 


I R 
will give. ro: font music as 14 COMMON 
her maker dare build this organ (it is patented.) 


SUCCESS. Sale 
— increasing. Factory , work Fay DAY and 
y 


we 
n’s Electric Lights at NIGHT fo fill orders. 
Price, Boxed, Delivered on board 
Cr ase eee Stool, Book, dc. only DOO 
If after one year’s use you are not satisfied return 
Organ, will promptly refund money with interest, 
COME AND EXAMINE THE INSTRUMENT 


in person, Five Dollars ($5) allowed to pay expenses if 

you buy; come anyway, you are welcome. eee Coach 

with polite, a attendants m we etn ry wn 
anofortes oO 5 

te Beautiful ? Iliustrated Catalogue free, 


Please Address or call upon 
DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey. 


“THE JUDGE” “ication office 


34 and 36 NORTH MOORE ST. 





‘‘RosaLinp, my dear,” said her mother, 


sweéping out the front-hallway, ‘does this 


long to your father’s overcoat?” 


who was 
button be- 


‘*Let me see it. Oh, 


Isn‘t 
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“ Grnts:—I have 
never before given a 
testimonial, but am will- d 
ing to encourage the use V4 J 
pf an honest remedy. R. am 
Blessed. w with r Hair 
Bro that I deem iy Dy duty to 
write you ay ages ing it mostcor- V4) 
dally. ~~ hair, about a 
falling out, and 

fecoming bald; bat since usi 
thick growth of hair has e |g a 
quite equal to that which I sera to its fall- 
ing out. E parg it ctee her remedies but with no ‘ 
ok a a fier Gis semarbenle ag jf purchased eaoie * 

fe, who been a sufferer from headac e 
finds it a prompt and infi ible Tremed ~ 


“A.C. Bridgeman, D.D.” 


dear no, ma! It comes from George's overcoat. 
it splendid?” ‘‘I don’t see anything so very splendid 
about it.” ‘‘Oh, why, ma! If you were only young, 
and such a very nice young man like George should— 
should——” ‘Well, I shan’t have any more such 
works inthis house. I’ve no objection to a little mods 
erate hugging in the house, but young men can’t hug 
their overcoat buttons off in my hallway—not much!” 4 
And Rosalind went to her boudoir to indulge in a weep. 
— New Haven Register. 


¥ 

WE would suggest to the young ladies that an arti- 
ficial belt bouquet should be modified in size according 
to the figure of the wearer. It is positively painful to 
see a ninety-potind girl struggling down the sidewalk 
behind a bushel of rag roses.—Ev. 


‘‘ JEWELED garters are all the rage,” says a fashion 
authority. Yes, we've noticed ’em—or, atleast, there 
were some in a show window marked $75,—Ex. 


THIRTEEN thousand square miles of timber still grow 
in Northern Maine. This will supply shingles enough 
to spank the rising generation for some years to some. 
—Boston Star. 


‘*Ma, are you blind?” asked a Williamsport man’s 
son of his mother. ‘‘No, Willie; why?” asked she. 
‘* Because I heard papa and Mary talking in the kitchen 
last night, and he said it would be a nice thing to have 
you off at the sewing-circle every night, and he believed 
he would work the blind on you right straight along.— 
Breakfast Table. 


~ A San Francisco jury has awarded a book canvass- 
er $150 damages for being kicked out of doors. This 
is a mighty bad precedent. A book agent will only 
need one book to carry under his arm, and a brick in 
his coat-tail pocket, and he will make more money than 
by canvassing.—Peck. 
















A Reuane Remepy 


tunes oF THE AND HEALING 

5 Power oF 

Bvcn as TETTERS, E/ Swaynesc’ 

‘coo P/ Ointment. 

« Rasu, =] On account oF At- 
Ervsipe.as, LATING THE INTENSE 


= 
BTCHING AND INSURING 


Ringworm, 
BARBERS’ SWEET REPosE, iT 1@ 
ItcH, KNOWN BY MANY AS 
REDNESS oF "THe Great Cure 
FOR ITCHING PiLes.** 
Dr. Swayne & Son, 


PHILA. 


DRUGGISTS. 


MONARCH LINE. 


NEW YORK AND LONDON. 

Splendid, new, fast steamers leave dock adjoining Pavonia 
Ferry, Jersey City: 
nn Saturday, May 13 
tien ca cerceneesyses vees.cud Saturday, May 27 
Superior Acconmhodations for Saloon Passengers. 

Prepaid steerage tickets, $26, being $2 lower than by any 
other line. Apply to the General Agents, 


PATTON, VICKERS & CO 
3 Bowling Gre en. 





DR. SCcOoTT’S ELECTRIC "HAIR BRUSH. 


A MARVELLOUS SUCCESS!! 
BY OUR BEST PHYSICIANS. 
(3) Which has won its way to Royal favor in England, been cordially indorsed by the Prince and Princess of Wales, and written upon by 


a” lit. pene V. E. Gladstone, is now brought to the notice of the Americar public, 
do good, never harm, and is a rc medy lasting 1 tormany 


Now RECOMMENDED 


Brush Handle is_made of a new odorless com 
PERMANDNT FLECTRO-MAGNETIC CUR 
AND FOLLI 


CLES. This power can always be tested by a silver compass whic! 


Not a Wire Brush but Pure Bristles. 


It cures by natural means, will aan 8 
years, It should be-used any Se a pense of the ordinary Hair Bru 

sition resembling ebony a com ion of substances PRODUCING a 
ENT WHICH A DIATELY naan Ti og — R GLANDS 
bh accom! 
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IT IS WARRANTED TO CURE 


Nervous Headache In 5 Minutes!  Bijious Headache 
in 5 Minutes! Neuralgiain 5 Minutes! Dandruff and 
Diseases of the Scalp! Prevent FaHing Hair and 
Baldness! Promptly Arrest Premature. Crayness! 
Make the Hair Crow Long and oparabi The Contin- 
ued Use of Pills, etc., Works Irreparable Injury. Ask 
any Physician. 
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Will positively produce 
a rap growt Pot hair 
on bald tnesan where the 
glands and follicles are 
not totally destroyed. 





oO § : 


tion of London. 
New York Branch: 842 Broadway. 


DB 





Circulars of Dr. Scott’s Electric 
Flesh Brush and Electric Cor- 


Xo We cordially invite you to write us for 
wate | 


ang set. PRICE $3.00. 


NS 





for DR. 
scoTr’s. TAKE 
NO OTHER. See 
that name Is on 
the box. Avoid 
those WIRE 
Brushes’ which 
injure the Scalp 
and promote 











Co.—writes thus: ‘“‘ July 


started a new growth. 














Little Rock, Arkansas, writes: 


Charm. 


Jas. R. Chapman, the oa of Saratoga—President of the Bank and Cas 
iSS{. It always Cures my headaches In a few min= 
utes, and Is an enoetent brush, well worth the price, aside from Its curative 
powers.’’ Geo. Thornburgh, Esq., Spegner of the House of Representatives, 
** Feb. 12, 1881. This Is my first testimonial. 
My wife was getting bald; the brush has entirely stopped the falling hair and 
1 use It for Dandruff; it works like a 
friends have bought and used them for headaches, and they have never failed 
to cure them In about three minutes. Mayor Ponder uses It with like results. 


Several 
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Or Sar your nearest Druggist or Fancy jh too 
Checks, Post-Office tamps. 





into our ands; or will send it by ex C.0, 
La ‘or you, and 
LIsBRAL 


be sure a ae vs —- on the bo Remit 
mts Wa: 





with, arp wy otek of opening and examining. 
—— eo 


Baldness. This Is strictly true, and given by me voluntarily without solicitation.” ‘“‘An = 
infallible remedy for curing neuralgia In five minutes.’’—British Medical Index. Ni 
A BEAUTIFUL BRUSH, -iéU%. 
FOR YEARS. 
We will send it on trial, tpaid, on receipt of $3.00, which will be returned if not as FX pe ney SS 
Inclose 10 cents extra and we guarantee safe deliv , at your expénse, 


mado pagene a —_ A. 
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Proprietors: The Pall Mall Electric Associa. 


But ex: cost, 
OTT, S42 Bro Gaaiea. New York. ee ae They con be 


WE CAN REFER TOe860,000 ‘WHO WILL TESTIFY “IN THEIR FAVOR. 
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CHASING THE ALMIGHTY DOLLAR. 





